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Enteraining LE TTE RE Gee 2 Lady it 
Zames's, and her Fend * Dover, on Ne 
| curious Subjects NT 


TO W N. 


AVING long defignd to amuſe the 
H Town with a new Wonthly Pamphlet, in- 
titled, The SNAIL; which latention 
hath been long fruſtrated by the Authoreſs's un- 
happy State of Health, join'd to a Scene of compli- 
cated Misfortunes, ſhe therefore, humbly preſumes, 
its late Appearance will be well received by the 
impartial Few. 


Our Sxail, like the Tatlers of the celebrated Mr- 
Steele, ſticking cloſe to 3 Senſe and fage Mo- 
rality, leaving News and Politicks to wiſer Heads; 
the former being uſually ſo ſtuſt with dull Repeti- 
tions and tedious Lies; and the latter fo perpetu- 
ally cram'd with falſe Gloſſes, Impertinence and 
Vanity, that they generally ſeem more tireſome 
than entertaining to a judicious Reader; whereas 
the ſlow, ſure ail pretends to no more than down- 
right Honeſty, juſtly endeavouring to retorm the 
growing Licentiouſneſs of a depraved Age, in as 
modeſt a Manner, as ſhall by correct Judges be 
thought moſt proper to curb its reigning Vices. 


Truth, Novelty and Variety being defign'd our 
conſtant Topics, from which, as far as we are cap- 
able, we ſhall never recede, humbly preſuming, that 
amongſt the Throng of vain, pert Scriblers, the 
well-meant, altho* weak Attempt of a mere Wo- 

man 


Th PT 
man, may probably ſuccecd; being conſcious the 


Town and Court will furniſh us with Matter ſuffi- 
cient to entertain our Readers. 


To ſpeak a Word in Behalf 6f our Poetry, as our 
Snail is chiefly deſign'd to be an Amuſement to the 
Fair Sex, in theſe rude, ſhocking Times of gene- 
ral War, when moſt have Brothers, Sons, or Huſ- 
bands abſent, ſome ways engaged in the univerſal 
Deſolation by Land or Sea, (inhumane Scene of 
Action) a Song, a Verſe, a Tale or Epigram, may 
poſſibly amuſe the Young and gay, whilſt thoſe 
more grave affect the ſerious Part; we being will- 
ing, if it ſo may be, to pleaſe every different, va- 
ried Taſte. | 


N. B. As we have no Help from any Pen, but our 


own, we bumbly hope our Errors will be thought ex- 
cuſable. , 
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LAD T's Lucusrartions. 


The ſlow ſure Snail, with ſly obſerving Pace, 
Boldly pre ſumes, to ſhew an honeſt Face; 
To. ſcourge prevailing Vice, in every Kind, 
And give the juſt Portraiture of the Mind 
75 to its Beauties, to its Faults ſevere, 

irtue triumphant, hail the opening Year. 


Truth, Novelty, Variety, have Charms, 
Willing we woo, the Syrens to our Arms; 
O'erwhelm'd by the big Wave, on rocky Shelves, 
Narrow Eſcape, we barely ſave ourſelves : 

On the calm Beach, ſecurely fit and lee, 

The Wrecks, the Ruins of the ſtormy Sea; 
Warn'd by our Neighbour's fad diſaſtrous Fate, 
Grow Wiſe and Prudent, tho* ſometimes too late. 
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S NAIL, &c 


My Dear Montezella, 


HAVE herewith ſent you, 
as you deſired me in your laſt, 
the late Dutcheſs Dowager of 
Marlborough's Laſt Will (as it's 
calld) you defire me in your 
Letter, to give you my Thoughts 
thereon, which, 1 do aſſure you 
is at preſent a very difficult 
Task to perform, for to give you my ingenuous 
Sentiments of the Matter, I conceive there is very 
little Truth in the Will now publiſh'd for Her's. 


All thoſe Perſons who ever were converſant 
with the late Dutcheſs, were conſcious of her Fail- 
ings, nor are now to be told, That Lady was na- 
turally haughty, arrogant, vain, and aſſuming, a 
Self-Lover, and peculiarly mercenary, as well as 
her long deceas'd Conſort ; yet notwithſtanding 
all thoſe, and more bad Qualities, which ſhe un- 
doubtedly engroſs'd. She had ſome Virtues inter- 
mingled, her moſt inveterate Enemies mult allow, 
of which (as ſhe was altogether indolent of ma- 
king herſelt Friends) ſhe had a competent Share. 
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And knowing her affluent Fortune, to be inde- 


8 of any but herſelf, at leaſt during the latter 


art of her Life, ſhe acted as ſole Arbitreſs of her 
Fate, without following any Perſons Opinion, far- 
ther then ſuited her vwn darling Foible; and ha- 
ving always ſome ſecret unfathom'd End in view, 
by that alone regulated her diurnal Proceedings. 
She was like all Miſers, laviſh to Exceſs, where 
the had once imbib'd a good Opinion, cr had taken 
a particular Fancy, to a Perſon whoſe Fortune, 
ſhe was reſolv*d at all Events, to build, were her 
beloved Eudymion, worthy, or unworthy of thoſe 
Favours, ſhe condeſcended to beſtow. Her An- 
tipathies were commonly as ill-grounded, as laſt- 
ing, and generally as ſevere, as her Affections were 
greatly profuſe, of which there are ſome living 
Inſtances, but as they are not for my preſent Pur- 

ole, I ſhall at this Time wave them, and only 
add that ſhe was a Lady, who had both in her 
Compoſition and Power, the Means to be the moſt 
real, active Friend, or the moſt rigid bitter Enemy: 
How far ſhe acted as either, or whether her good 
Deeds overcame her evil ones, I leave to the Pub- 
lic to ſtate; her Life and Conduct, having been for 
many Years no Secret to the polite World, no more 
than her Lord's, whole Virtnes had they equall'd 
half his Bravery, had made him leſs lampoon'd, 
and more reſpected: But taking her Character in 
the whole, Faults and Virtues blended; I can 
ſcarce be brought to conceive that any Lady, who 
knew the World ſo univerſally, as the late Dutcheſs 
Dowager of Marlborough did, who knew the Se- 
crets of the Camp, and Cahinet, could be guilty of 
ſo great a Share of bad Senſe, not to ſay Injuſtice, 
as to be capable of ſigning a Will ſo very abſurd, 
as what's acknowledged 1a Print to be Her's. 


True, 


[51]. 
True, there are many Reports, concerning the 
Validity of it, one Party ſolemnly declaring, that 
ſhe the ſaid late Dutcheſs was for ſome Weeks be- 


fore ſhe died, viſibly perceived to be out of her 
Senſes by Fits. | | 


Theſe knowing buſy Bodies add, that ſhe was 
ſuppoſed to be Conſcience ſtung, and that the 
ſtern Reflection of paſt Guilt, ſcar'd her into per- 
fect Madneſs, when ſhe would utter many ſtrange 
Expreſſions, and ſeem in all the Agonies of Torture. 


During theſe Intervals of Lunacy, they tell us 
it was generally believed, that this her Laſt Will, 
was contriv'd to be artfully: and haſtily huddl'd 
up, by ſome of thoſe over-diligent deſigning Per- 
ſons, and their Agents who then chiefly attended 
on her, which ſuppoſed forg'd Will, they further 
preſume at that Time, vi (the anxious Moments 


of her delirious Diſorders). — It was more than 


probable unknowing to herſelf, the then almoſt 
dying Lady might readily ſign, hereby revoking 
former Deeds more prudent, and innocently guilty, 
wrong'd herſelf by doubly injuring thoſe long 
injured Orphans, ſhe doubtleſs had deſigned to 
recompence, without ſo much as once intending it, 


A ſecond Clan, more knowing, more polite, ar- 
gue zþ/o Facto, with perhaps more Malice than 
Truth, that allowing the Lady was really light 
headed by Intervals, yet ſhe was for lengths of 
Time perceivably ſenſible, ſenſible enough to know 
both whatſhe ſaid and did, nor was at any Time as 
it can ſay they be ſtrenuouſly proved, during her laſt 
Indiſpoſition ſo long loſt to Reaſon, as to. hear of 
or aſſent to ſign any ſuch ſuppos'd forg'd Deed or 
Inſtrument, as in thoſe ſmall Intervals of Wild- 
neſs, (or whatever other Epithet the Learned 

3 pleaſe 


[6] 

pleaſe to give thoſe Vacuums of Senſe caus'd by a 
teveriſh Ail or innate Guilt) could be deviſed or 
drawn up by the moſt artful of her Grace's ſervile 
Attendants or their moſt zealous Accomplices, who 
meanly avaritious as their Lady, aiming to make 
themſelves ' partly chief Sharers of her hoarded 
Wealth, by Means as wicked as it firſt was gain'd, 
work'd like their noble Patron under Ground. 


Could they preſume theſe, add, to do a Deed 
ſo bold, fo daring, as to forge a Will, and daunt- 
leſs give the open barefac'd Lye to Honour, Ho- 
neſty, and Common-Senſe, the Symptoms mult 
betray the artſul Fraud, and long e'er this, have 
ſeen its Agents ſuffer, Victims to never ſleeping 
ſtern-brow'd Juſtice, therefore ſay they the Deed 
was all her own, even unperſuaded, counſelPd by 
none but her own wicked Heart ſhe made this her 
laſt Will and Codicil, revoking every other former 
Will, for which the injured Soldiers yawning . 
Wound, and ſtarving Orphan by a Marlborough 
wrong'd, with loud-lung'd Curſes hurl her Spirit 
downwards, whereas had heavenly Charities 
clung round her, had her laſt Minutes bleſt the 
mournful Relit with a ſmall Pittance from her 

vaſt Abundance, what Shoals of fatherlef5 ſad 
ſuffering Babes (now happy Saints) had hail'd her 
glad Departure, and waſted her to a more bleſt 
Elyzium. | 

Here ſeems indecd a void for real Truth, for 
had her Charities been more extenſive, had ſhe 
regarded more the Widow's Moan, more chari- 
tably had ſhe ſed the Orphan, the Indigent re- 
liev'd had bleſt her Bounty and prayed ſincerely 
for her laſting Bliſs. It is I own moſt ſhocking to 
reflect to ſee a Chriſtian dye (ſuch ſhe profeſs'd 
herſelf all muſt acknowledge) fo deaf to Mercy 
| q 10 
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to vegled the Poor, thoſe more immediately her 
Wealth had made ſo, I need not name the Army, 
all confeſs it. ow * wr 


A Scythian Salvage had been far more humane, 
for it muſt beallow'd without Partiality to be a Deed 
almoſt unprecedented, to ſee a fine Lady whoſe 
Fortune was not only immenſe, but alſo was ſolely 
in her own Power, wholely independent of any Tye 
or Incumbrance whatſoever; to ſee her | ſay in her 
laſt Moments ſo entirely loſt to every ſocial Duty as 
to negle& in her laſt ſolemn Will, to leave a Chriſ- 
tian dividend to Penury, but rather choſe to leave 
large Sums to thoſe who ſhe was ſure would ſquan- 
der it in Riot, or otherwiſe prepoſterouſly abuſe it. 


It ma be urg'd the Accuſations rigid, doubtleſs 
her Age had much impair'd her Memory, and poſ- 


ſibly might ſo unnerve her Reaſon, that theaſſiduous, 


courtly, cringing Slave then and there preſent at 
the minute Criſis, might be remember'd rather 
than the abſent more wanting Indigent diſt reſs'd 
for Bread; we'll hope the beſt and preſume it was 
ſo, that ſhe had not forgot her Fellow- Creatures, 
had not her Age or Ailment been the Cauſe, yet 

had the then Attendant been fo clement to have 
reminded the departing Lady of ſuch poor Objects, 
it had been an AQ truly praiſe-worthy, nor had 
they been the poorer, the God who had inſpir'd em 
with the Thought, would have.enrich'd *em even 
beyond their Wiſh ; but this is talking paſt mean 
Comprehenſions, whoſe: avaritious Views are 
never ſated. | | e ooh 


To reſume the Tale at firſt intended, a third Sort 
more ingenuous than either of the foremention'd 
ſwift-wing'd Mercury's, with an Air of frank bin- 
cerity very modeſily aver, all is not Gold that 
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elitters, and poſitively affirm from their own pre- 
vious Knowledge of Men and Manners, that this 
Willa wiſp Je ve ſcai quoy, this trump'd up Buſi- 
neſs falſly miſcall'd her late Grace the Dutcheſs of 
Marlborough's Will, is nothing but meer Chimeres, 
and ought to be look'd upon by the judicious Peru- 
ſer in no other Light, than the compound Arti- 
fice of a few buſy medling Book-mongers, who ſo 
they can vend a bad Commodity to their own 
Advantage, never heed if the Matter therein con- 
tain'd be true or falſe, ſcandalous or reputable. 


That the Town ſwarms with fuch idle ſcurrilous 
Animals 1s undeniably true, as is evidently viſible 
to the moſt curſory Obſerver, witneſs the many 
ſcandalous, ſtupid, fictitious or pirated Editions, 
daily impoſed on the Publick for Wit, Novelty, 
Humour and Veracity, by a notorious ſet of brand- 
ed, impudent Impoſtors, Knaves on Record, 
Wiretches below even the moſt minute Regard of 
the candid Reader, who to the obvious Prejudice 
of the well-meaning Author, Editor, or Book ſel- 
ler, obtrude their ſpurious Works on all Degrees, 
mungrils a Man of moderate Reputation, would 
bluſh to be nam'd in an Advertiſement with fcarce 
a Paragraph in a News-Paper is now-a-days to 
be relied on, one Days Paper commonly contra- 
dicting the other, | 


And now J am upon the Topic, you'll pardon 
me my Dear the long Digieſſion, I own Pve often 
wondered that our wiſe Legiſlature does not take 
ſo general and miſchievous, 1 had almoſt ſaid fo 
dangerous a Grievance, more immediately under 
its Direction, and totally ſuppreſs our trayterous 
Lawgivers, infamous Libellers, and looſe piratical 
anonymous Pamphleteers, the Scandal and Cor- 
ruption of the Age, Deluders of the noble ripening” 


* 
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Youth, who by his School-boy Precept forms the 
Man, and is, or is not worthy in the Senate, as 
he's firſt tutor'd in his early Age. 


If Knowledge is derived from Books and Men, 
ſay, What are we to hope for from the coming 
Century, from the Produttions {of four modern 
Wits, who where they ſhould encourage. Worth 
and Learning, decry it moſt, and like thoſe Pagan 


Worlds, that worſhip Idols, Scepticks to Nature, 


top, raſh, and bold, dauntleſs avow their Wic- 
kedneſs and Folly, and do their utmoſt to undo a 
Clime, by Nature too propenſe, to human Frailty, 
till Guilt indulg'd becomes habitual to us, and 
rooted Vice, predicts our certain Ruin. 


But to return, from whence we've deviated, if 
the Will in Queſtion, of the late Marl boroug - 
Ducheſs was the Birth of either the one, or the other 
of the above recited Suppoſitions, or not, I dare not, 
as an humble Reader, preſume to decide: The 
moſt favourable Thought, in my poor Opinion, 
is to conceive her really to be light-headed and in- 
ſenſible, when ſhe ſigned a Deed ſo extravagantly 


abfurd ; for as I am apt to believe, there are ſome 


Truths in the ſuppoſed ſpurious Will, notwith» 
ſtanding they may poſſibly be blended with a much 
larger Share of Falſhood, couch'd deſignedly in 
Terms as little to her Advantage, as the Recital of 
her mean Birth, and Low-life Sentiments, made 
publick by the moſt ſevere Satyriſt could be. 


To ſpeak my ſincere Ideas on ſo controverted a 


Point, leaving the ſupernumerary Detail of needleſs 
Gifts, and waſte Annuities, contained in the ſaid 
Will, either true or falſe, there appears to me no one 


Article more ridiculous and unreaſonable, than her 


tying up her favourite 8 Mr. Fobn Heneer 


- 5 


and 


— 10 7 
and his Heirs, to the fiſth Generation, from receiving 
any Benefit, or accepting any Place, Civil or Military, 
from any crown'd Head whom ſoever of theſe Realms, 
the Rangerſhip of Windſor Great and Little Parks 
excepted, which Places ſhe ſeems to leave by an 
unqueſtion'd arbitrary Right to her Poſterity, from 
thence deſcended for ever; on Default of which 
her Will is made void, and the Annuity from 


thence accruing, of no Effect. Abſurdity to 
Thought! | 


To enter further into the Merits of the Cauſe, 
ſhe ſo deſpotickly ſeems to overbear, it will not be 
improper to conſider the next Age, in a different 
Light, to that we now ſurvive in. 


It is natural to imagine, That in Proceſs of 
Time, when new Kings reign, and unborn Stateſ- 
men governs, whatever Revolutions may enſue, 
the Children of the preſent Conſtitution, will, like 
the modern Patriots of the Times, for the major 
Part, undoubtedly hail the then Riſing-Sun, and 
gape aſter Court-Revenues for their Heirs, eager 
as the fond Fathers of the. Age, ſue for their 
younger Offspring, a Commiſſion, to help to ſup- 


rt their natal Dignity, and pay off cumbrous 
Davetuers larger Fortions. | 


Here then remains, but one deciſive Queſtion, 
Are theſe Things ſo? The Anſwer 1s plain 
and ready. Yes, they are. The Point debated 
ſolv'd, the Effect of Courſe enſues, It cannot be; 
that is, in downright Eygli/h, Worlds to came 
will not be govern'd by our preſent Syſtems; 
Schemes the aſſuming Wealthy now project. 


To prove this Truth, let the Prime Miniſter of 
any State, now flouriſhing in every wiſh'd Ad- 
| | vantage, 


K 

vantage, powerfully rich; in Wiſdom, Wit, 
and "Wealth, ſear'd, homag'd, and beloy'd by 
Foes and Neighbours ; let this great Man, deep 
read in Politicks, of fluent Wit, and ready Elocu- 
tion, artful to fathom, cunning to deviſe, of an 
ingenious, active Diſpoſition, rather inclined to 
Good than its Reverſe (for in a Court to be quite 
uncotrupt, I take to be a Thing imprathicable-) 


This. Man, his King's prime Counſellor, and 
Favourite, loyal, juſt, faithful, generous and ſe- 
cret, no ways unworthy his high ſeated 'Truſt, or 
thoſe much-envy'd Bounties he enjoys, conſcious 
a Prince's Smiles are but precarious, much more 
fo the ſtill wav'ring giddy Throng, the bufy, bold, 
ill-judging Populace, who by 9 7 cenſure 
and condemn, partial alike to Peaſant, Peer or 
Ciown :' This Man, I ſay, well weighing human 
Error, the Certainty of Change, and fickle For- 
tune; providing prudently for. what might chance, 
revolves in his till fluctuating Brain, paſt, pre- 
fent, and to come, with Eye impartial, . and ſagely 
reaſons thus; This may or may not be, of this we're 
certain, the potent univerſal Tyrant Death, makes 
no Diſtinction in the filent Tomb, low n | 
alike the King and Slave, vainly hefighs, we pole 
our ſhallow Wits, ſtudying to govern Common- 
wealths hereafter, and waſte out ſleepleſs Nights 
in ſhadowy Projects, defigned to warn a head- 
ſtrong Age to come. Vain glorious Dream, of 
Hermits with white Beards, as though Worlds to 
be born, polite and frolick, would rake. up muſty 
Morals for. Inſtruction, and tollow Precedents 
they'll ſcarce believe: Whereas did we but judge 
by what we ſee, onr waking Senſes would evince 
the Event when we obſerve the ſtripling School- 
boy ſpurn with a fly Sneer, and faſhionable Oath, 
his living Father's 56mg; Precepts, or 3 
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him in his Grave, for his prudent Will, in mak- 
ing him of Age a Year too late, to ſquander in 
Riots his Patrimony. This premis'd, he proceeds, 
What argues it, though we foreſee the ſtrange 
Events of Time, or could unfold a thouſand Years 
to come, hen tho* we make a Deed to Genera- 
tions, as beſt may ſuit our perſonal Eſtate, that the 
deſcending Heir may be the Gainer, ſome Accident 
unſeen, or unimagin'd, ſhall &er the ſecond Liver 
ſue his Right, disjoint, or make ſuch Will of 
none Effect, either by Means of publick Revolu- 
tions, or Frauds clandeſtine, fatal as they're ſe- 
cret, It is therefore good to be no farther anxious 
than for the preſent Heir's immediate Welfare, let 
him deviſe for his unborn Succeſſors, as Times and 
Chances vary for the Beſt, as far as human Wiſdom 
can foreſee, ſo he launch not beyond what's. pro- 
bable, ſo ſhall the blooming Boy bleſs his Anceſ- 
tor, and Babes ungot pronounce their Parents juſt. 
Say, who can, anſwer for corrupted Times, or 
what may thence enſue. | | 


4 


How. ſoon, be _ cries, . may I be tumbled 
from this Height of Grandeur, the momentary 
Pleaſure of a Sceptre, or by my Prince's Frown, 
or ſome unmeant, miſcall'd, State Miſdemeanour, 
(for tis not always guilty Perſons ſuffer) ſo oft 
I've ſeen my Fellow Politicians thrown from the 
lofty Pinnacie of Honour, without a-Reaſon given, 
to abject Want; Am I exempted from the com- 
mon Fate? Certainly No. a 1 


Whilſt thus the ſage Philoſopher reflects, and 
calmly ruminates on may<be-Evils, behold a real 
winged one approach, ſeized by a ſudden Pannick 
he grows ill, and innocently wonders at the 
Cauſe. Why am I thus, reſumes he, Ha! what 
means this ſtrange  Diforder, this ſwiſt, 'convul- 


. ſive 
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five Pang that ſo unnerves me? Sap, Is it Death, 
or {ome diſaſtrous Warning? The Claſh of War- 
like Weapons inſtant hail him, and diſtant dying 
Groans ſalute his Ear; Surprize! unwelcome, 2 


breathleſs Servant enters, pale and bloody, and 


' faintly cries, . Arm, arm, my Lord, all loſt, to 


fly is impoſlible, no Place is ſafe, the Prince eber 


this lies weltring in his Gore. Alas! the catching 


Flames the Palace fir d! Death or Captivity our 
mildeſt Lot! He ceaſes ſpeaking, when an armed 
Band rude ruſh upon them, Who unregarding the 
good Patriot's Worth, or reverencing the Stateſ- 


man's hoary Age, ,plunge the keen Sword, and rive 


the recking Heart! All is 
and Diſmay ! 


Anarchy, Confuſion, 


Not one of all this great Man's fertile Race ſur- 
vive their Sire, a blooming Youth excepted, who 
friendleſs flies the College he was lodg'd in; 
changes bis Name, and fights for the Uſurper, 
founding a caſual Riſe on deſperate Fortunes. 'The 
Stripling ſignalized by ſome bold General, ſeems 
for a while the new-made Sovereign's Minion, 


when Fortune changing, other Monarchs govern, 


who maſſacre, without Diſtinction, all who were 
the late Uſurper's Emiſſaries; among the many, 
dies our daring Brave. Say, Should he leave a 
Son, an Infant Heir, ſav'd by ſome faithful Slave, 
or tender Nurſe, whoſe Lite's endanger'd by his 


| Preſervation, how many rolling Years may go and 


come, or ever the young Orphan knows his Birth, 
or the Race from whence he ſprung ? How many 
more, &'er he obtain his Right, if he ſhould ever 


be ſo fortunate? A dubious Point, where varied 
Revolutions, in publick Quarrels, bury private 


F ortunes. 


This 


014] 

This is moſt commonly the latent Sequel, of an 
aſſuming perſonal Teſtament, 'abſurdly fill d with 
Things impraQticable, which being ſtrain'd beyond 
all Poſſibility, to diſtant Generations unconceived, 
nothing avails to the unborn Succeſſor, who gaily 
dancing oer the mouldred Urn, laughs at his Pre- 


- 


deceſſor's feveriſh Whimſey. 


What argues tying up my Son, or Grandſon, 
his or their Heirs, from on any Prince that 
may or ſhall hereafter rule the Climate, merely be- 
cauſe I left them at my Death, what was no lon- 

er mine. Poor, ſcanted Bounty, a generous ' 

reaſt had never entertained it. Couldſt thou, 
vain glorious Mortal, know hereafter, the ſecret 
Turns of State, and Will of Heaven, when Ty- 
ranny, Oppreſſion, or Injuſtice, a Prince too cle- 
ment, or too arbitrary, create ſo many undivined 
Confuſions, whoſe varied Circumſtances oft en- 
force us to ſue a Place, we would Times paſt have 
ſpurn'd: But that our Birth-right forcibly torn 
from us, oblige us to mean, mercenary Arts, and 
make us guilty of thoſe Littleneſſes we would have 
bluſh'd at in preceding Years, the living Heir 
muſt he provided for, unleſs you'll ſacrifice him 
to a Humour, What brutal Parent would deſtroy 
his Offspring, or. beser him and his to future 
Years, merely to gratify a Grandfire's Will, lon 
Ages buried in dark, obſcure Oblivion. Madneſs 
of Power uncurb'd, where Vanity on Record 
proudly lords it. 


Having given you my real Opinion of the main 
Odjections I find Reaſon to quarrel with, wherein 
1 neither deſign myſelf io be Judge or Execu- 
tioner, unboſoming myſelf purely, at your ardent 
Deſire, to avoid Prolixity. I ſhall here conclude, 
and leave theſe and the reſt of the preliminary Ar- 
| ticles, 


| [15] | | 
- ficles, entirely to my dear Montezzlla's more refin'd 
Wit, and exalted Judgment on her ſerious Peruſal 
of the inclos'd Copy to decide, and ſhall wait in 
my Turn as impatiently for my Friends Anſwer, 
wherein I beg you'll take the Pains to correct my 
Errata's, which I do aſſure you was not willfully 
committed, | | > RR 


K. James Palace, Yours affect ionatel y,, 
Nov. 174% _ _ EUGENIA." 
FOS4SCREFS. 8 


UST as I was folding my Montezella's 'Pac- 
'F ket, a Female Viſitor intruded, you know © 
that vain, talkative Thing Bellaria, a Lady, who 
is ever the tip-top. Wit, of the Company in her 
own Conceit, ſhe brought me the following new 
publiſh'd Rhimes, which I have herewith inclos'd, 
at ſo great a Diſtance as Dover is from London, 
where every thing that's novel 1s entertaining, I 
thought they might amuſe a leiſure Hour, and kill 
the ſad Effects of Melancholly. | 


The Verſes ſeem to be a ſmart unſtudied Lam 
poon, on the late deceaſed Lady, concerning whom 

| bave been writing, and therefore ſuit, it I may 
judge, your Foible; and conſidering the Lines as 
the Produ of a Female Pen, I think them tole- 
rably good, allowing the Authoreſs of the Satyr, 
pretends to nothing more than Common Senſe. - 


The honeſt Boldneſs that appears throughout 
the Whole, may naturally be attributed to the 
_ Writer's deceaſed Father having long and zealouſ- 
ly ſerv'd the Stuart Family, in a credible Employ, 
which Family the Poeteſs (not altogether without 
Reaſon) thinks was greatly injured by the Heroand- 
Heroine of the Tale; the reſt I leave to your im- 
partial Taſte to judge and rectiſy. 5 

We 


\ 


| [ 16 ] | 
However ſtrange it may appear, Bzllario ſeems 
reatly enamour'd of the Piece, and calls it the 
Non areil of Wit and Humour; whoever influ- 
enced her in Behalf of the Authoreſs ; ' for ſhe as 
rarely ſpeaks well of her own Sex, as the conquer- 
ed Coquette, of the Admirer ſhe dies for, 


But to quit ſo trifling a SubjeR, after wiſhing you 
and yours Health and Felicity, if there can be any in 
a Country Retirement, in the Depth of Winter, 
I enjoin you in Return, as you regard our invi- 
olable Vows of a fincere and laſting Friendſhip, 

that you will ſend me ſomething as entertaining, 
concerning what Affairs of novel polite Gallantry 
paſſes on the other Side of the He! eſpont, which I 
doubt not, as your Spouſe is ever buſied in Ob- 
ſervations of the Great World, as we call it, viz. 
the Maritime Scene of Action. The Fair and Gay 
Montezella wants not her Emiſſaries to give the 
moſt ſuccinct Account of. Once more adieu. Pro- 
ſperity attend you; but don't be an Age anſwer- 
ing my Letter, I conjure you, leſt the Puniſhment 
falls on your own Pate, and Silence is the Doom. 


— 


Yours, EUGEN IA. 


St. James, 


From my Claſet, 12 at Night. 


ZARAand CHURCHILL, 


O R, 


The Interview. 


Humbly Inſcrib'd to the Two Noble Brothers, 
CHAR LES Duke of 1 ˙ m 

AND 

The Honourable Mr. 7- S—. 


By ELOIS A. 


The rich young Heir, trips gaily o'er the Grave, 

More zoyous in the ſable Funeral Trappings, 

Than blooming Eaftern Brides, with Diamonds brac'd. 
But oh! the Widows Curſe, the Orphans Tear, 

The ſtarving Soldiers Bread, inbumane ſnatch'd 

From famiſb d Lips, even in the Rage ef War, 

Cankers the Whole. 

Secret Corruption preys upon the Bulk, 

And eats unſeen, the baſely boarded Gain; 

Eternal Terror, of the guilty Shade. 
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RON G Zara reign'd, long Britain bore the 


2 I | Yoke, 
Death 1 the long expected 
When lo! ſtern Minos, by a juſt Decree, 
Summons the haughty, rich, unwilling ſhe, 
Downward to greet her Conſort, ſtrait ſhe's hurl'd, 
Who ſolemn hails her to the nether World, 


Zara we hail, eccho's the martial Ghoſt ; 
Welcome to this fad, dreary, darkſome Coaſt, 
Thy Churchill guards a Spouſe to Horrors wild, 
From Bliſs above, from heavenly Eaſe exil'd; 
See injur'd Royal Anna heaves us down ; 
We were her Laurels but to foil her Crown. 

„ .- h- n 


L 20 ] 
M--/h--m and ſhe her Cloſet Councils kept, 
Smil'd, if ſhe ſmil'd, and if ſhe ſorrow'd wept ; 
Her Secrets caught by falſe deluſiwe Arts, | 
Boſom'd her Subjects Purſes, not their Hearts: 
Suſpecting nought of Guile from ſeeming Friends, 
Weakly ſhe rul'd, all had their private Ends. 


Lov'd for her Goodneſs, tho? too mild to reign, 
Her laviſh Favours gave the honeſt Pain. 
Awake, fair Princeſs, ſigh'd the loyal Few, 
The Victor wreath, but Merit give it's due 
Be not impos'd on, England will not bear 
Churchill's gay Rib, in Royal Anna's Chair, 


Awake! behold! around thee Widows griev'd, 
The Fleet, and Armies Wants will be reliev'd : 
Let not one daring Man, thy ntter Foe, 

Prove Anna's Bane, and Britain's Overthrovv. 
Vain their Remonſtrance, we had dos'd the Queen, 
With flatter'd Views, till ſhe no more was ſeen, 


Not fo, we dar'd, in glorious Denmark's Days, 
Heroic Chief, he won immortal Praiſe ; 
England's Defence, his injur'd Conſort's Pride, 
The fertile Mother, and the happy Bride: 
Vet of Succeſſors that ſne might deſpair, 
We early cropt the lovely blooming Heir. 


Callia | conquer'd, free Britannia fold , 

Gold ſtill I worſhip'd, ſti] the Slave of Gold, 
Heaps of the ſhining Ore, on Heaps I pil'd : 

For that alone, the Victor General toil'd, 

The valiant Soldier wrong'd. The injur'd Land, 
Still gave the riſing Hero ſole Command, 


Till one, and all at length our Actions ſcan ; 
Big, powerful Foes, accuſe th' impious . 
0 ; F ow 


[21] 
Now B.-. r of the Braveſt, ſtill moſt brave, 
Appears to check the Money-loving Slave, 
. Who never wrong'd his Men of Pay and Fame, 
Nor ſaw their Hopſack Shirts receive the Flame. 


A Council's ſtrict Inqueſt, 1 ſwift evade, 

And from my native Clime, a Vagrant ſtray'd 
To Brunſwick's Count for Shelter {trait I fly, 

And there reſide, till Anna mounts the Sky: 
Eas'd of a thorny Crown, for Crowns more bleſt ; 
See Laureat Angels waft the Fair to Reſt. 


With Royal Crerge I then to England came, 
Trampling her Aſhes, mean Soul'd deathleſs Shame. 

The new-made Monarch, Stranger to the Realm, 

Our Politicks miſgovern Head at Helm, 

Rule we aſſume, and with a potent Hand, 

\ Jointly o'er-awe, a blinded, biaſs'd Land. 


The reigning Prince, angelic, good and juſt, 
Conceiv'd his Subjects worthy of their Truſt; 
B--il--r and many more, by my vile Arts 
Attainted, fled for Aid to foreign Parts, 

Where many died exil'd, to our fell Shame: 
Shocking to Thought, with undeſerved Blame! 


The lawful Heir, wrong'd of his lawſul Right, 

We wanton proud, and in their Harms delight, 

The Widows Curſe, the ruin'd Orphans Tear 

Faſt follows, vilely robb d of all that's dear, 

Birth, Title, an old opulent Eſtate, 

Still Conſcience ſear'd, we grow more rich, more 
great. 


Honours, on Honours, grace our later Years, 
Careſs'd by Kings, dreaded by modern Peers; 
Still old in all, the cheated World calls Great, 
Death ſudden ſnatch'd, ſwiſt my tremendous Fate 
Un-mourn'd 


[22] 


Un-mourn'd, behold the pompous Cavalcade, | 
The funeral Pageant irkſome to a Shade, 


The Scene I view with Horror and Diſmay ; 
Snar'd by ſuch Toys 1 loſt ſeraphic Day. 

Say, What hath paſs'd in Europe theſe long Years, 
Twelve doubly told; ſay, who now Britannza ſteers? 
Thee Zara, thee, I would interrogate, 

Curious to know the fubtile Turns of Fate. 


The Politician, is he ſtill a Knave, | 
Whoſe myſtic Nod y'cleps his Sovereign Slave; 
Fraudful, malicious, deeply ſubtile ſtill ; 

Does artful K-, ſoothly flatter Il. 

Does France beſtir her, as we've oft foretold ? 
Does proud Iberia join in Miſchief old. 


You've ſaid, cries Zara, ſwoln with envious Spleen, 
*F'1s as you'd have it all; -- no States ſerene; 
Peers are the Knight and Squire ſeeming Friends ; 
France and Iberia war, different their Ends, 
Headed by 4t—'s Heir, and Pr——'s King, 

The Winter promiſes an active Spring; 


H ys Princeſs, aided by L—r—z, 

Vainly attempts to humble haughty Sain; 

Jn Arms all the known World, inhuman Heat! 
Scatter'd or funk, the gallant Britiſi Fleet; 


Vet were it not for temporizing Knaves, 


England ere this, had quelPd the beaſtful Slaves. 


Baſe Holland fails her, Dunkirk's wholly loſt, 
More ſtrong re- built at loſing Abion's Coſt ; 
The End 1s doubtful; fee the laſt who may. 
*T will be, rcjo:ns he, a fierce bloody Day. 
"The travell'd Comet blaz'd the black Deſign, 
By thee projected, the bold Action mine. 


4 


Long 
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Long Years agone, we form'd the ſecret Spring, 
Fatal to Europe's Peace and E-—4's Ring, 
The black'ning, conſcious Guilt gives laſting Woe, 
Sure are our Tortures, nor our Sortows flow ; 
The Curſe deſcending, ſtains our neareſt Kin, 
Horror of Soul! O could we live again! 


Undoing Gold, Churchill's inglorious Bane, 

That foul Deceit, that gives undying Pain. 

Deteſted Crime! had we but ſhun'd the Blot ! | 

What is't wy REAR have been? What might we 
not 

Happy we now had rov'd the Realms on high, 

And ſung bleſt Reguizms in the upper Sky. 


And thee, foul Sharer of my fouleſt Sin, 

Rouze thee to Terrors, that but now begin, 

By thee ſeduc'd, I fell. Falſe, ſhe replies, 

Thou Miſer, deaf to ſtarving Orphan's Cries ; 
You fought, you conquer'd, true ; the Motivetell 
Say, Did not Zara's nobler Views excel ? | 


Ha! nobler Views, What School did Zara bleſs ? 
What Hoſpital endow ? What Poor redreſs ? 
Had thus thy Thouſands, Zara been employ'd, 
Heavenly Eternity thou'dſt now enjoy'd. 

Ceaſe baſe Reviler, ſhe rejoins, and ſay, 
Was it not Avarice, bart d thee laſting Day. 


But for that dazling Vice, either had ſtood, 

Firſt in Fame's Record, gen'rous, great and good 
But! oh! *tis paſt; all's loſt! ceaſeleſs our Woe, * 
Inhumane Murderer, pitileſs below; ; 
Spouſe, Subject, Lover, Maſter ; Falſe alike; 
Silence, he groans, Friends ſee, prepar'd to firike; 


With folemn Pomp, the hapleſs jarring Pair, 
Slow pace the Gloom, with ſtern dejected 295 


[ 24 ] 
| Onward they paſs, vaſt Throngs of guilty Ghoſis, 
Hail 'em ironical, to Pluto's Coaſts. | 


Theſe my Companions, Things below my Hate. 
Ah me! ſhe ſighs! wretched, unhappy State! 


Where now is Grandeur, Brav'ry, courted Wealth, 
Sought for by Treachery, and purloin'd by Stealth, 
Ambitious Views no more; behold us fell, 

From tow 'ring Babel, to the nether Hell, 

Had Charity our earlieſt Moments known, 

No Lucifer had call'd our Shades his own. 


Cloſe the ſad Scene; obſerve two noble Swains, 
Poſſeſſors of theſe Harpies ill-got Gains, 
From beauteous Sunderland the Shepherds ſpruvg, 
Sunderland, ever gay, and ever young; 

Their Grandfire's F ault, the blooming Heroes blot, 
His Treaſon's in their Loyalty forgot 


Bold, honeſt Youths, liberal, ſincere and brave ; 
Their Country's Guardian, not their Intereſt's Slave; : 
The gallant Brothers, by no Baſeneſs ſtain'd, 

Ol no ungen'rous, ſelfiſh Views arraign'd. 

Nobly diſtinguiſh Spencer's ancient Line, 

Where untold Ages, kingly Virtues ſhine. 


Their gayer Sports, by heavenly Friendſhip grac'd, 
With equal Warmth of Soul, by each embrac'd, 
No Toy contended, their bleſi Eaſe beguil'd ; 

If Charly conquered, careleſs Jobiny ſmill'd. 

Hail, happy Shepherds, of illuſtrious Race, 
Where Goodneſs unconfin'd, we hourly trace. 


Heavens choiceſt Dew drops, op your Actions wait, 
Be as ſublimely happy, as you're great: 

From hence, by-hoary Age compell'd away, 
Triumph ſerene, in ever living Day; 

The letter'd Monument to Ages tell, 

Thus Spencers di'd, who knew to live ſo well, | 
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Unkind Montezella, 


HR EE Poſts gone, and their 
Returns, and no Anſwer to 
my Letter ; I am very aogry 
with you, I aſſure you; and 
could be heartily ſo, were it 
not that my fond faithful 
Heart is ſo much prepoſſeſſed 

| in your Favour, that I ama 

perfect Infidel to the moſt faint Whiſper, of ought 
to the contrary, nor can conceive my dear Monte- 
zella ſo mean of Soul, as to be guilty of the ſhock- 
ing Crime of Ingratitude, and rather conjecture 
(avert my Fears good Heaven) that my fair Friend, 
or her worthy Conſort, the brave Alonzo, are in- 
difpos'd, either in Mind or Perſon. I beg you'll 
be ſo good as to put me out of the Pain of Doubt 
and ſend me if but a Line by the fir ſt Poſt, to ſatis- 
fy. me of your Welfare, my Whole Study being to 
amuſe and divert you in your melancholly Retire- 
ment; and the ſad Thoughts of our cruelly diſtant 
Separation, on which I often with a Sigh reflect, 
and can't help imagining our Condition much on 
a Parallel with a Couple of unhappy. Lovers, part- 
ed by rigid Parents. Sometimes I fancy my Mon: 
| W to ts GC tezella 


[26 } 
{czella in the Situation of one of the Romantic He- 
roines of old, confined in a formidable inchanted 
Caſtle, guarded by a monſtrous Giant, skiltul in 
the Art of Magic, who deſign her anon for a dain- 
ty Breakfaſt, with the Proſpect of nothing but the 
pitilefs Elements to condole her Misfortunes ; Seas 
and Wilds being generally their neareſt Neighbours: 
And look upon myſelf to be juſt in the Caſe of an 
Eaſtern Monarch's Prime Miniſter, viz. A Court 
Implement to be made uſe of as occaſion ſerves, 
either for Profit or Pleaſure, for the uncertain Space 
of Time I chance to be in Favour, Such are all 
Court Dependants, Friend believe me, who want- 
ing Fortunes to ſupply their Birth, Neceſlity obliges 
to be ſervile; whoſe nobler Souls diſdain the ſlav- 
iſh Tve, and hope and toil for happier high-born 
Freedom, tow'ring beyond their Deſtiny till Death 
perhaps, cuts ſhort the Aſpirer's lofty Views, whoſe 
aim'd at Glories ſet in the dark Grave, leaving the 
yet Survivng this Memento, Lite is a Bubble full 


of Trouble, ever pointing to vaſt Promontories, 
hard of Acceſs, if ever to be climb'd. 


But as I ſaid before, my Deſign being to amuſe 
your lonely leiſure Moments, in as agreeable a 
Manner as I can, I have herewith ſent you a new 
Piece of Poetry, done by a Lover. of her Sex, in 
Behalf of a greatly iniur'd Lady, occaſion'd (as 
you'll be at no Loſs to perceive by the Title) by 
the late Death of a certain noble Peer. The Story 
you are no Stranger to, it being ſpread far and 
near by the inhumane Trial. Undying Stain of 
the ſevere Aggreſſor ! The Verſe is ſoft and ſmooth, 
meant to move Pity, and ſeems, in my weak Opi- 
nion, to do a great deal of Juſtice to the Memory 
of the unhappy injur'd Fair. The Introduction 
gives you the Poet's free Thoughis, concerning the 
unprecedented Inhumanity of the * 


[27] 
J muſt confeſs, as the Authoreſs obſerves, that a 
Subject ſo ſingular, worthy a Maſter Pen, ſhou'd 
amongſt the countleſs Croud of gay, pert Writeis, 
be not ſo much as touch'd upon in all this Time, 
is indeed a Miracle. | | 


The Compoſer of the Poem, which I take to te 
done extempore, writes to my Taſte, unaw'd by 
Fear or Favour; ſpeaks bold Truths; ſo Innocence 
and Virtue ſhould be friended, the buſy, talking 
World ſay what it liſts, a tow'ring Genius ſhould 
be unconfin'd ; free as wild Winds, or rude un- 
bounded Waters, or ever Worlds more firm can 
be pre-imagined. Our Tale is Jealouſy ! A Theme 
univerſal! the ſad Effects of which are not more 
various, than they are equally without Diſtinction 
to the ſtill tortur'd Sufferer, injurious; gnilty, or 
not, our Reputation is very quickly gone; but 
very rarely, in our Sex, regain'd. How cautious 
ought the cruel unjuſt Husband to be of murder- 
ing that beſt Part of us. How tender is the Sore ? 
What Salve can heal it? Returning Kindneſs very 
poorly skins it; the Wound bleeds freſh on every 
flight Occafion, with Pang additional, and rends 
the Soul with aggravated Guilt : But after Death 
to fatyrize our Fame, Gods ! tis an Act fo barba- 
rous, ſo ſavage, Infidels want a Name for the 
black Crime, nor can deviſe a Torture for the Of- 
fender, ſharp as he merits, who agonizes even our 
Orphan 2 who think with Shame and 
Horror on a Parent (they wrong inform'd) imagine 
ſtains their Birth, with the infamous ffur of Baſtar- 
dy, and bluſh to hear an injur'd Mother's Name, 
blotted with foul Aſperſion and Diſgrace, unwip'd 
even at the Villain Father's Death; he dies indeed 
diſturb'd, perha , delirious, but never owns his 
Fault, tho? conſcious of it, leſt he accufe himſelf 
to after-times, and — Name more odious, 
= 2 mor 
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more deteſted, than the injur'd fair One he had 
made criminal, in the World's Eye, by cauſeleſs, 
weak Sulpicion. r 


Did gracious Heaven permit the Shade departed 
to be ſo unbleſt to know and feel the Wrong, the 
1njur'd Ghoſt would, doubtleſs, ſtern, reſent it, 
and by a ſwift Revenge wake the Injurious. : 


But notwithſtanding the All- good ſupreme, in 
Pity to our Frailties, cloſe. the Urn, and bids the 
ſilent Dead ſleep ſweetly to the laſt tremendaus Day; 
nor toil themſelves with mortal Faults and Follies, 
yet Conſcience ſtings, and with a broad glar'd Eye 
gives the Offender Terror; ſecretly glooms his ſeem- 
ing gayer Hours, and makes his private Thoughts 
a Scene of Horror! Hell and Deſtraction break his 
Midnight Siumbers! The murder'd Innocent for 
ever preſent, Fancy ſtill placing each enormous 
Crime full in his View with multiplying Horror! 
Pangs inexpreſſible, loud Aggravations ; the con- 
ſtant Pay of ever-ſhocking Guilt, 


And here I can't omit a Word or two, on the 
too generally prattis'd Miſconduct of moſt modern 
Husbands, 1n regard to their polite Friends, whom 
he uſually (eſpecially it he's a ſingle Man) invites 
to be Partaker of his Habitation for Weeks or 
Months, as his Occaſions ſerve; and thereby very 
imprudently gives his Boſom Companion, an Op- 
portunity, if his fair Partner is inclin'd in the leaſt 
to Levity to be her Boſom Friend alſo : But ſhould 
his Lady prove a real Saint, and be as innocent as 
Angels orb'd, the Temptation not only endangers 
the ſtricteſt Virtue, but frequently; implants in the 
beſt of Husbands a tenacious laſting Jealouſy, ne: 
ver to be remov'd by Art or Time; from whence 
moſt barbargus Maſſacres enſue, under the Mask 
| a” 1 Ws 
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of Juſtice perpetrated, -till Crimes unchriſtian 
make even Nature bluſh, as in the Sequel” of the 

Tale appears from the Peruſal of which not to de- 
tain you longer, I ſhall conclude with my hearty 


Reſpects to you and yours. F* 
F.. ames's Palace, 1 ours affect ionately, 


Nov. 30, 1744. + _EUGENIA. 


POSTSCKR IE" I; 


F you fail writing me a direct Anſwer to this, 
expect a ſevere Lampoon in my next. Erminza 
ends you her Compliments, and promiſes to fur- 
niſh me with ſomething entertaining to amuſe my 
dear Montezella withal, in my next Epilile, till 
when a long Farewel. anten 
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FairSex in general. 


LADIES, 0 $22 
DPD HE Authoreſs, in Behalf of her 
: much injured Sex, begs leave 
to entertain you with the fol- 
lowing long hears'd ſingular 
| Tale: A moving Scene of 
complicated Sorrows ; and to 

do the Gentleman Juſtice, un- 
| recedented - Barbarity! Ir is 
Matter of real Aſtoniſhment that a Subject worthy 
the ſublimeſt Pen, ſhould be ſo long buried in 
dark Oblivion. 


But, to return, here you'll be pleaſed to obſerve, 
(not without a Tear of Pity) that blooming Youth, 
exquiſite Beauty, engaging Wit, and the agree- 
able Gaiety of eternally facetious good Humour, 
combat in vain with ſtern Suſpicion, and ſavage 
ili-nature! What Fires are kindled by one jealous 
Spark ; Flames unextinguiſhable! Monſter Woes! 


Say, What's more ſhocking to a human Breaſt, 
or can create more agonizing Sorrows, than to ſee 
a fine, innocent young Lady, educated in an ele- 
gant, polite Manner; who having ſcarce begun to 
taſte the Sweets of Liſe, before ſhe could diſtinguiſh. 
Good from Evil, or had arriv'd to Years of ſolid 
Thinking ; to ſee the fair One ſnatched from every 
Joy, and in a Moment made Deſpair's ſad Victim. 


Was this the fond, the kind, indulgent Huſ- 
band, who was impatient for his Couſin's Widow, 
and doted on her every childiſh Action; yet when 
ſhe once became his lawful Wile, her Vas — 

erſon 
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Perſon, loſt their uſual Charm 
as a quondam Miſtreſs, b 


Now the Inconſtant, in a ſullen Mood, on a 
bare Suppoſuion ſhe was falſe, can coolly ſpurn 
her ſrom his Bed and Arms, with Child by him, 
and nigh her Time of Travail. Inbuman Brute ! 


3 the grows inſipid 


Pardon me the Expreſſion. Who could unmoyd, 


behold a rigid Husband, expoſe a blooming Wiſe ? 
Who with dry Eyes, could fee the Savage ſend her, 
to aggravate: her Sorrows, gaily dreſt, with cruel 
Grandeur in his Coach and Set, to a ſtern Father's, 
whom he had long before exaſperated, and made 
her rigid'ſt Foe by falſe Reports. 


Say, Was it like a Man of Worth and 
Honour, a Chriſtian Husband, to turn her, in 
that worſt of ſad Conditions, after he had conſum- 
ed her plenteous Fortune, into the publick Street, 
to breathe her Sorrows, at the Mercy of each ſaucy. 
Midnight Rambler, 


Behold her Sighs, her Tears, her ſpeechleſs 
Meltings! See her on Nature's Rack, in a ſtrange 
Being, where all ſhe ſees augments her growing 
Woe, and agonizes ſtrong, the parting Pang! that 
kills the Infant in the Mother's Womb, who very 
quickly follows her young Son! | 


Nor does the ſilent Graye end her Diſgrace, 
whoſe Infamy, or rather her Lord's, are yet on 
Record in the Lawyers Annals, who to themſelves 
accus'd his harder Heart, and bluſh to ſee the 
guiltleſs Dead afſpers'd by hir d menial Servants, 
bcandal- Proof: Whereas, had ſhe been guilty as 
the vileſt, her weak Condition pleaded ſome ſhort. 
Reſpite. N 


Then 
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Then her ſuſpected 3 her Lord's Friend, 
by him brought home, carreſs'd and. entertain'dg 
provoking more than common Familiarity, the na- 
tural Reſult of pureſt Friendſhip unſtain'd by, 
guilt, pleads ſome Excuſe and ſtrongly, and makes 
her Story truly pitiable. Lo 


But her ſad Death, and that of the young Babe ; 
the glaring'ſt Proof of real Innocence, caus'd by 
her foul Diſgrace and her Lord's Rage, convinces 
the judicious Few impartial, That ſhe was juſt, 
and the dark, foul Suſpicion a plotted, hell-bred, 
groundleſs Falſuy, to ſtain her Honour and undo 
her Eaſe, rais'd by mean, deſigning Iucendiaries, 
(who doubtleſs bad their private Ends in View) 
to cauſe a fatal, cruel Separation between the hap- 
py Pair; and could it be, deſtroy or diſinherit the 
Iufant Heir, the Mother's darling Hope, 


But juſter Heaven preſerved the lovely Boy to 
Heir his Right, maugre the malic'd - Foe, whom 
may the High ſupreme, ſecure and proſper, and 
make his Progeny like Stars unnumber'd. 


Hence learn, ye jealous Husbands to be juſt, 
nor lightly hear your better Half accus'd by venom- 
ed Tongues, who would aſperſe an Angel, ſo they 
could ſerve their Spleen or Av'rice by it; whilſt 
you, too late, repent unnatural Deeds, barbarous 
Severities by you enforc'd, haply contrary to your 
milder Natures, exercis'd on a Wife, to pleaſe a a 
Friend, falſly ſo call'd, a Traytor Sycophant, Wo 
for a weightier Bribe would cut thy Throat with 
as much Calmneſs as he choak'd thy Partner, and 
paſs as unconcern'd thy ſtlent Tomb. No jealous 
Husband ſhould lodge dangerous Gueſts, whilſt ' 
they neglect their Wives for other fair Ones, whom 
did they more indulge, would rarely wrong them. 

Yours, EUGENIA. 


WILLIAM and CATHERINE, 


OR THE 


FAIR SPECTRE, 
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Humbly Inſcrib'd 


To the Right Honourable, 


G— Lord A——=—. 


By ELOISA. 


Bethink thee, William, of thy Fault, 
And let thy Pity hear the Fair, 
Thy Love refusd to ſave. 


William and Margaret. 


LOND O N: 


Printed for E. BOYD, in Vine-Stree?, near St. 
Tames's-Church, 1745. 


WILLIAM and CATHERINE, 


OR THE 
FAIR SPECTRE, &c. 


TERS Villiam on his Death - bed lay, 

= A Spectre gloomy, ſad, 
Hover'd around the dyingSwain, 
In mournful Sables clad, 


Seraphic beauteous it appear d, 
Young ; of the ſofter Kind, 

A downy Cherub it carreſs'd, 

Lov'ly as Light, but blind. 


A Glow-worm- glimmer ſparkl'd o'er 
The half diſcover'd Shade, 

As Moon's ecclips'd, faint Beams explore, 
That twinkle on the Glade. 


Her Arms the Embryo Being brac'd, 
While with a ſtreaming Eye, 
A. penetrating Look ſhe gave, 
And breath'd a piteous Sigh. 
E a Sofi 
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Soft was her Voice, in languid Tone, 
Cruel, ſhe cries, away. 
*Tis injur'd Catherina calls; 
Falſe Millium maſt obey. 


See! barbarous Husband! the Remains 
Of her who once was thine; 

Awaken'd Juſtice, Tyrant, knows 
That thou alone wert mine. 


No other He, had Pow'r to move 
My tender Virgin Heart ; 

To thee I came, all Truth, all Love, 
Unknowing guileſome Art, 


Yet yon, ah! never-dying Grief, 
Blaſted my ſpotleſs Fame ! 

And after Death, perjur'd Ingrate ! 
Glory'd to blaze my Shame. 


Reflect! the Agonies you gave, 
When drove in cruel State: 

This ſuffering, guiltleſs, exiPd Wife 
Bore your ſevereſt Hate. 


When burden'd by a Work of thine, 


In Pangs beyond a Tongue, 
Torn from a Sire and Husband's Home, 
The Infant forward ſprung, 


Lite was the Hour ! Dark was the Night! 


Wen by no Creature own'd ! 
Wanting Relief, preſs'd by the Birth, 
I knew not where I roam d. 


Behold, baſe Murd'rer ! in theſe Arms, 
Depriv'd of Lite and Light, 
Sport 
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Sport of thy wanton cruel Will, 
A Birth, angelic, bright. 


My pitying Friend, with flowing Eyes, 
Witneſs'd my laſt Diſtreſs ; 

The Babe, with me, thy Sacrifice 

Inhumane to Excels ! 


Sad were the Slaves, the grateful Steeds 
Snorted a ſad Adieu ; 

As they would ſay, Ah! Maſter ſee, 
She dies for Love of you. 


Oh! think th* unprecedented Deed ! 
Does not the Horror ſhock ? 

Woes that would make a Savage bleed, 
Tho? he were form'd of Rock. 


In what, alas! was I to blame, 
Who ſtill obey'd your Will. 

Was it becauſe yourſelf was falſe, 
Your Conſort muſt be ill? 


The very Man, you ſtern, condemn, 
Lodg'd at your own Requeſt ; 

Your Friend, the Partner of your Sports; 
Say, Could he be unjuſt ? 


Were he ſo baſe, or J ſo light, 
Why did you entertain, 

The conſcious Danger you was {ure 
Would give a certain Pain ? 


Or was it a Snare? Was Henry brought 
To woothis Cather ine, 
By William's faithleſs Conduct taught 


To ſpring the fatal Mine, 
Recall 
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Recall my agonizing Woes, 
Thou Serpent of a Spouſe 
My matchleſs Sufferings, and reſlect, 
Who 'twas broke Marriage Vows. 


Was not my Fortune amply large ? 

Nor was my Beauty mean, 
Admir'd, carreſs'd, courted, beloy'd, 
Was Catherina ſeen. 


I flatter'd me, all Youth is vain, 
I brought defired Charms ; 

Nor could believe the Man was born, 
Could ſpurn me from his Arms. 


My gayer Hours of blooming May ; 
For I was but a Child, 

By thee, injurious, wicked Man, 
Nam'd Liberties more wild. 


Whilſt thoughtleſs I, daily repeat 

The aggravating Crime; 
Such to thy jaundic'd Breaſt, it ſeem'd, 
And dy'd before my Time. 


Father unkind; my little Dears, 
Ah! Why were they abus'd ? 
Impious to wrong their Infant Years, 
cauſe I ſtood accus d. 


Yet who accus'd this Catherine? 
Unjuſt one, bluſh to think, 

Bought Wretches, who for weightierBribes 
At all that's vice would wink. 


Who were I living, had not dar'd 


Such Falſhoods to my Face | 
y j of 
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Of Credit not a Witneſs riſe 
To clench my foul Diſgrace. 


Say, William, Was it nobly done? 
Does not rous'd Conſcience ſting ? 

. Baſe low-life Slaves; thus would they ſtain 

The Honour of a King. 


But you for other Beauties ſigh'd, 
And found a ſecond Mate, 

More gay, more fair; but not more chaſte, 
Altho' of Birth more great. 


The haughty Stepdame, much too good, 
For thy ungrate Embrace, 

My Orphans exil'd, brought my Lord 
A new, more favour'd Race. 


Lovely their every Action ſeem'd , 
Their Infant prattle pleas'd, 

Whilſt mine neglected and forgot, 
If they intruded, teaz'd. 


My tender, beauteous Girl, forloro, - - 
Wanting a Mother's Care, | 
For others Daughters was deſpis'd, 
In thy Eſteem more fair. 


My darling Dear, thy legal Heir, 
Who ne'er incurr'd thy Hate; 
No fraudful Art was left untry'd 
To wrong and alienate. 


But juſter Heaven a Son denied, 
That might out-cival mine. 
Maugre thy fav'rite Conſort's Pride, 
See Catharine's Georgy ſhine, _ 
| e 
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The lov'ly, worthy Youth, behold 
Serene, enjoy his Right, 
By modiſh Vice, unſoil'd his Bloom; 
His Actions fair as Light. 


Thy Relict mourns, but not thy Loſs ; 
The Loſs of State ſhe grieves, 

A ſecond Partner ſooths her Woes, 
Her flying Sighs receives. 


Not ſo thy Catherina lov'd, 
New to the World ; but ſhe 
Mature, more knowing, more polite, 
Far better ſuited thee, - | 


For thee I grieve, unkind, unjuſt, 
Thy fatal Hour 's come; 

Rigid Infernals, right the Oppreſt, 
And ſtrike the Guilty dumb. 


Soon of my Innocence aſſur'd; 
A Penitent too late; 
In Burnings hard to be endur'd, 
' Thoult rue thy hapleſs Fate. 


Ha! Morning dawns, the ſhrill yoic'd Bird 
Commands me hence away. ; 

Ah! William, that thou could'ſt repent , 
For very ſhort's thy Stay. 


So ſaid, ſhe groan'd a laſt Adieu 
And inſtant was no more. 

His Spirits fail'd, his Senſes flew ; 
He gave a hideous Roar. 


Then heaving, as he ſtruggling lay 
Aroſe with ſudden Start : 


Alas! 
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Alas! ſaid he, that it muſt be, 
| muſt, I muſt depart, 


I go! oh! agonizing Thought; 

T go, — but — Whither, Where, 

To view the Ruins I have wrought, 
Diſtraction ! Death! Deſpair. 


Where is my Boy, my injur'd Boy : 
Oh! tell him to be juſt, 

Or Peace, like me, he'll ne'er enjoy; 
For 1 ſhall never reſt. 


Bid him regard his Siſter dear, 
With tender, friendly Love, 
As he expects to proſper here, 
Or reach the Realms above. 


For thee, Rebecca, ceaſe to grieve, 


Thy Offspring were my Care; 
Remember William was unjuſt, 
Nor wrong the lawful Heir. 


More would have burſt ; but here he ſunk . 


Nor Accent utter'd more. 


Bold Death ruſnd on; Rebecca wWeeps; 


All his ſad End deplore. 


Did every jealous Husband feel 
What Aberg—ny felt, 

A Coypſort's Death they'd ne'er provok 
Nor with her 1 aka 


—=_ S.> w * — 


Receiv'd your Letter of Re- 
marks on the Dowager Duch- 
eſs, together with the Verſes 
thereto appertaining, and her 
ISLA: Will, which. indeed I think 
„„I abſurd enough, and your Ob- 

AC ſervations thereon very juſt, 
altho' I have as yet had but 
little Time to peruſe them; my dear Alonzo hav- 
ing juſt brought. me an agreeable young Lady 
from Blois, for a Companion, which Lady, by 
means of an unthought-of melancholly Accident, 
he is become Guardian to; I know you to be cu- 
rious, and judge you'll be fond to he one of the 
firſt in a Count Secret ; and ſhall therefore, to ob- 
lige ſo ingenious a Friend remit you the Tale in 
my next, in as candid a Light as 2 real Truth will 
bear, my Time being tied at preſent. 


I have herewith fent you ſome Verſes extempore, 
on Commadore Anſon, with a Prologue deſigned 
for Cats, formerly aQed for the Benefit of the brave 
unfortunate Captain Norten; both done by a Fa- 
© NG vourer 
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vourer of the generous Tars, as you'll readily per- 
ceive; the Lines will amuſe and divert you, they 
—_ a well-meant Original, and may poſſibly 

c 


pleaſe your Taſte, I defirc you won't omit ſending 
me a Copy of all that's novel in your gay Court, 
gallant News being here always acceptable. 


I juſt now received your ſecond Letter, where- 
in you tax me with Unkindneſs, Ingratitude, and 
Heaven knows what Injuftice, of which you'll un- 
derſtand anon, I am wholly, innocent, and ought 
in common Equity to ask your Montezella's Pardon 
for the Offence. | 


] deflre you'll nat fail ſending me a direct An- 
ſwer to this by the next Poſt, leſt I ſhould ſatyrize 
you in my Turn. I thank you for the Verſes call'd 
William and Catherine, ws ot really think are 
pretty enough, the Authoreſs feeming truly touch'd 
with the unhappy Lady's Misfortunes, a Sympa. 
thy moſt laudably commendable, a Tale all gene- 
rous Fair Ones mult lament, her Story being truly 
pitiable ; a Prodigy of Barbarity, as the Poeteſs 
obſerves, inhumane anſt unprecedented. | 


ROT S6CK TEE. 
FFAIRS of Moment being at this Time 


4 urgent, you'll excuſe the Shortneſs of my 
Epiſtle. 


Dover-Caſile, Dec. 19, 1744» 


Yours, 


MONTEZELLA 
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See with thy Country's Hopes thy Honours grows, 
Thy powerful Arm the reſeued Merchant bleſs : 
Of thee with Awe, the rural Hearth reſounds ; 
The Bowl to thee, the grateful Sailor crowns. 


' Epilile to Cunro. 
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Printed far E. BOYD, in Vine-Scree?, near St. 
James's Church, 17 45. 
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HE Man I ſing, who favour'd by the Gods, 


Admiral Anſon, &c. 
| 1 Loyal 8 wars maugle ſeartul 


The Man who dauntleſs ſaw the Storms of Fate, 
And dar'd to merit to be juſtly great. 

Who ne*er his Country's Freedom bought or fold, 
By fraudſul France, or big - mouth'd Spain controur d. 


He ſees, like Gods, unmov'd, fierce Fleets engage, 
And Fiend-like Fury, belch Iberia's Rage, 

Here Veſſels ſink, —— half plung'd Crouds expire; 
Sport of wild Waves, and L. Balls of Fire; 
Legions uunumber'd, rove the bloody Blaze, 
Who thrilling die, — Soul aſtoniſh'd gaze, 
Whilſt Thunder growling Winds the Living mare, 


Hoarſe with Heaven's Wrath the loud lung d won- 
drous Roar. 
Failors Diſmay, devaſts the diſtant Shoar, 
UnpeopPd Worlds in Heaps unburied lie, wy 
And Wretches unprepar d, momentous die, 8 
Who vainly ſeek the wat'ry World, or dry. 
Seas foamy ſwell join Life debdaring A, ur 
And give at once Hope, Glory and Deſpair. 
1 rge bulky Ships burden th? unbounded Main, 
Gold convoy from Mexico to Spain, $4” 
Who Britiſosquadrous ſaucily outbrave, 
And deſtine every Engliſh Tar a Slave. 
"The Signal given, the bloody Fla N nn aw 
Our Captains hail the Bravo's undiſmay'd, 


as 
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The Fleets engage ; ah! Day of direful Woe, 
Waat Numbers fall, Seas bleed, Clouds fiery glow. 
Sbowers of ſulph'rous Shot, by Britons thrown, 
Waſte the Foes Cannon, and ſecure our own. 

The thick flung Miſt, ſpreads Ruin far and . 
Spain's ſure annoy, mocking their bold Broadſide. 


Their haughty Chiefs among the many fall. 
And blinded, periſh, by an unſeen Ball. 
So I've obſerv'd the Sting of Bee diſdain'd, 
Whoſe gangrene Venom the Deſpiſer pain d; 
By little Things ſhall the Contemner fall, 
Who vain imagines he can conquer all. 


Maugre the vary'd Scenes of terror'd Death, 
Anſon commands and conquers in a Breath, 
Aboard our Veſſel ſhall Spain's Admiral dine, 
Cries Anſon bold, or periſh in the Brine. 

Or he, or I in Worlds unknown diſpute, 

Who befl deſerves, whoſe King 1s abſolute; 
Fight on, my Boys, no Words, true Valour's 
; muse. 


Now the loud Cannon blends the fercer Shot, 
Yberia gives us a Return as hot; 

Fell Fury raging, thicker Deaths beſtows, 
Brave bleeding Legions, on each Deck we loſe, 
High-hov'ring Shoals to upper Regions harl'd, 
Scaree ſigh a Paſſport to the nether World, 


1 he ſmoiky Elements glare horrid Gleams, 

And blood-red Crimſon twinkles on the Streams, 
Meridian Suns, their 3 Glories ſhroud, 
And Day abaſh'd, ſeems mufiPd in a Cloud, 
Sea Monſters yelling, laſh the ſcarlet Wave, 
n dreary Ghoſts of Sailors brave. 


Stain 
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Spain, weaty'd with the never-ceafing Shower, 
Deſtin'd to darken, captive and devour, 

Cry Quarter, Engliſh Boys, lo! at your Feet, 

Your bleeding Vaſſals ſound a quick Retreat; 

Our all aboard is yours, but ſpare our Lives, 

Pity our Infants, our diſtracted Wives. 


Britons we'll ſerve with our remaining Blood 
Oh! ſtop this ſavage, this inhumane Flood 

As Friends and Natives let us all unite, 

And ſup ſerenely this unhappy Night. 

The Spaniſh Admiral ſtrikes, tho' dearly bought 
By Britiſb Valour, Britiſh Goodneſs taught. 


Hail happy Day! deſervip g Hero hail ! 

So may Þritannia's Arms for ay prevail, 

Whilſt Crowds exulting An/or's Worth rehearſe, 
Too ſtrong for Words, too eloquent for Verſe, 

See Britons, ſee the humbled Spaniard yield, 
And Brunfwick's Cauſe defend in hoſtile Field, 


Yet, ah ! beware, the ſubtile Captive Spy, 
Smooth are their Words, their Thoughts who 
| can deſcry, 

For Britiſh Generoſity too ſly. 
Engliſt Marines, lo! hug the yawning Wound, 
And limbleſs Sailors loud Huzza's reſound; 
The dying Chief exults o'er the fell Smart, 
And echo's, faint, Victoria, hold my Heart! 


1 for my Country die; for her I fought, 
Bleſt be the gallant Foe my Exit wrought; 
No Deed infamous did my Honour blot, 
Be juſt, nor let this Action be forgot; 
Nought elſe the ſpeaking Monument record, 
What noble Soldier n Reward. 


The 
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The tyavely Bold, unbrib'd their Country ſerve, 


Hail Commadore, by dazling Wealth unſtain'd c 


The Britons boaſtful glory to deſerve. 


ke Solomon unask'd, thou ſt all obtain'd ; 


Nor Wi'dom only hath the Victor gain'd; 


Lo! laviſh Plenty gilds thy utmoſt Wiſh, 
And beamy Glories give ſerapbic Bliſs, | 


The ſweetly warbling Bard in Lay ſublime 

Thy Acts emblaze to never-ending Time. 

Hail Demi Monarch ofthe green-rob'd Wave, 
Born to enrich the Iſle thou'rt lent to ſave. 

High hov'ring Worth diſdains the menial Crew, 
Diſtinguiſh'd Snake's who Royal Mercy ſue, 0 
For black, foul Crimes, more artſul to undo. 


Anſon victorious, ſtills proud Spain's big Threats, 
Peruvian Wealth pays injur'd England's Debts ; 
Birth of the orient Mine! Lo, to thy Coſt, 
Behold Iberia, the rich Treaſure loſt : 

By God-like Anſon won, the Brave, the Bold, 
Gold's Maſter, not the abject Siave of Gold. 


Anſon his Country's Pride, by Kings carreſt ; 
Anſon the valiant, generous and juſt, 
Glorious as the immortal, matchleſs Drake, 
As Rook? or Rawleigh ſtaunch ; worthy as Leake; 
Frank, generous Tars, by Fraud nor Av rice ſtain'd, 
Who ſhar'd impartial, what as brave they gain'd. 


Thus Haddock ated, generous Son of Fame; 
Thus Matthews gains an ever-living Name; 
Nor Vernon bold, nor Norris ſage be loft, 

Bright Worthies, oft by changing Fortune croſt ; 
Fortune that bad ſunk Hoſier's Ghoſt complain, 
And buried Balchen in the 00zy Main. | 


Thus 
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Thus Warren, Medley, Rowley, Davers fig, 
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Whom Dangers ne'er diſmay, nor Numbers M ty 
Their Country's Guardian, loyal to their Princes, © 
The bold Adventurers fear'd nor gave Offence ; *. - 
Were all ſuch Admirals, Britains Monarch ſent, J 
Uncurb d ere this, he'd rul'd the Continent. | 
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Nor weeping Babes, nor ſwiftly widow'd Wives, 
The half had griev'd, of rudely ſlaughter'd Lives. 
Permit me, Muſe, on Balcher's glorious Fate, 
To tell a Tale too diſmal to relate, 

Th' unſucceſsful Victory to record, 

And give a Sigh to her departed Lord. 


Bravely he fought, but could not ſtem the Sea, 
Too fatal to the ſinking Victory. 
Here ſwam a Maſt, a Topſail there was ſeen, 
When Winds were huſh, and ſtormy Seas ſerene; 
A Cheſt here floats, yonder a dying Coarſe, 
With the tumultous Waters wet and hoarſe. 


See Widows griev'd ; hear Orphan InfantsGroans, 
Sad their Diſtreſs, piteous their ſtarving Moans. - 
Sadneſs away ! Gold ſhall their Sorrows dry, 
Ceſſate the Sigh, and wipe the wat'ry Eye. 
Rejoyce bleſt Iſte, thy Admirals are ſuch, 

Envy can't libel, nor Praiſe ſay too much, 
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Win ane 2 21 
Delis 4 ( 755 that it © hind to come to Hand ts too ey 
is kate been ſpoken by "Mr. Quin, in the Gharadter 
eee Cato, in IO ddober, 1743, lin 2 Bentfit 
2 þ ' Niyht given by Mr. Bib, or the Benefit of the 
; i; vallant Captain * Senad . 
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Love of Libaty; Brave (Cato fir'd, 
Ey tbe ſame Genius, Norton's Wt 
— Gf. ſpir'd, | | 
N For Victory ſtrove and not kae, 
ffaibd. * W.. 
Still Britiſh Ardor lives, Fey Wor 8 Gare, 7 1 
Tho' taken by Iberia's bloody Cre N 
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ö Merit atid Bravery can even Fats be? 2 
4 Bold in his Fetters, void of laviſh Dread 
F He fill commands, to conſcious Honour wed. 
Pity; brave Britons, the great Man's Diſtreſs, 
| Relieve his Sufferings, mourn his ill Suceeſs, 
Whom had not'giddy Fortune baſely bam q, 
Had been the ern of Britiſb Heroes nam' d; 5 
Por him, for Gato, we ſubmiſſive ſu,m, 
Give the 'Deſerving, a Deſerver's Due. . 
10 Fuliant Nortou 1 rral Bays, 


